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CI am surprised, sir, that you should venture to ask me
for the two notes you confided to my daughter. She tells
me she will return them to you in person when you have
become calmer, and have learned to be respectful.'
The sight of this impertinent letter made my blood boil.
I forgot all my good resolutions, and putting my pistols in
my pocket, I started off, determined to revenge myself, and
to oblige the wretched woman to return the notes, even if I
had to take a stick to her.
My pistols, I need hardly say, were to protect myself
against the scoundrels who were always hanging about her
house. Just as I approached the door, I saw it open to admit
a certain hairdresser, a good-looking young man, who put
her head in curl-papers ever}' Saturday.
I was not anxious that a stranger should witness the scene
I was meditating, and I walked on to the corner of the
street, where I waited. In about half an hour Rostaing and
Caumont, the two bullies, habitues of the old woman, came
out. Eleven o'clock struck, and still the handsome barber
had not left. A little before midnight a servant came out
with a lanthorn, evidently to look for something which had
fallen from one of the windows. I stepped past her noise-
lessly and opened the parlour door, and sadly startled Miss
Charpillon and the hairdresser!
When she saw me, the wench jumped up with a wild
screech. I belaboured her minion with my cane, and at the
sound of their cries, the mother, the aunts, and the servants
rushed in, and the fellow profited by the confusion to make
good his escape. Miss Charpillon had clambered over the
sofa back, and there she remained during the scuffle, crouch-
ing against the wall, hardly daring to breathe, or protest
against the shower of blows which fell on her lover. The
three old women fell on me like furies, but they only added
fuel to the flames. In my rage I smashed the painted panel
and the china I had given the strumpet, the furniture of
the room, and in my madness I turned on them, and should
bave broken their heads had they not ceased their yelling.

